vv. 144-158              ALCESTIS

LEADER.
Poor King, to think what she was, and what thou!

MAID.
He never knew her worth. ... He will know it now

LEADER,
There is no hope, methinks, to save her still ?

MAID,
The hour is come, and breaks all human will.

LEADER.
She hath such tendance as the dying crave ?

MAID.
For sure : and rich robes ready for her grave.

LEADER.

'Fore God, she dies high-hearted, aye, and far
In honour raised above all wives that are !

MAID.

Far above all ! How other ? What must she,
Who seeketh to surpass this woman, be ?
Or how could any wife more shining make
Her lord's love, than by dying for his sake ?
But thus much all the city knows.    'Tis here,
In her own rooms, the tale will touch thine eai
With  strangeness.    When  she  knew the  d
come,
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